CHAPTER VL
THE ADMIRABLE " BOBBY/*

If visitors to London were asked what was the one thing
they admire the most, ninety-nine out of every hundred
would probably return the same answer* The public
and private buildings are magnificent and will do honour
to any city j the public parks and gardens are tastefully
laid out and reflect great credit on the people's esthetic
tastes; the public monuments and statues are fine looking
and bespeak volumes for the memory of those for whom
they are erected* These* and many other things besides,
do not fail to attract a stranger's attention, but they do
not occupy the first place in the list of things he admires*
That place pre-eminently belongs to the admirable police
constable, or " Bobby," as he is affectionately termed*

When we see a machine running smoothly, we admire

not so much its builder or designer as its operator*   For

a machine is pre-supposed to be so constructed as to do

its work properly*   But it depends upon the mechanic

whether or not the different cogs and wheels will perform

their allotted functions, for he it is who oils and regulates

. the various units of the complicated mechanism*

. Now that seems to be the predominant feeling in a

stranger's mind when he watches "Bobby" at work*

The traffic is just one dull, continuous hum and roar*

It may be congested, but it is never plunged into con-
fusion* For in the centre of the road, or at the strategic